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THE 


Bookſeller to the Readers. 


ET ER the Author if the followi 
Paſtoral Poem, Originally compos 
in the Natural Simplicity of the Scots vulgar 
Dialect, was prevail'd on to allow me to 
Publiſh i it; he was alſo perſwaded to favour 
us with a TA of it into proper En- 
gliſb. His South-Britiſh Readers, for whoſe 
Take the Verſion was made, may therefore 
be aſſured it is as juſt and literal as the Nature 
of the thing could allow, and Writ if pot: 


tible with the fame Spirit. 
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DOLEFUL SWAINS: 


A 
Paſtoral Poem, &c. 
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time, 

— In * and making gentle 
Rhine; 

Three Shepherds fand fu waefu and forlorn, 

Streek'd a' their length beneath a ſpreading Thorn. 

He ſpeird their ailment wi a melting Heart, 

And ſaid hed ſtrive to cure their cutting ſmart ; 


Their 


Los T GEER, 
OR TD wn AA 
DOLEFUL SWAINS: 
A 


Paſtoral Poem, Ce. 


gate. a Youth of the Poetick 


Train, HOLA 


Was ſporting on the Caledonian Plain; 
Where, underneath a cooling Shade he found, 
Three mournful Shepherds lying on the Ground. 
Diſpos d t afford em all ſome kind Relicf, 

He askd the Cauſe of their inverrate Grief; 
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4 Thedoleful Swains, 
Their cutting ſmart wi willing Minds they fung, 
In nat ral Numbers and their Mother ne: 
| WILLIx. T% 

Alas ! quo Willie, gen ye tend my care, 
Tour Heart wi Grief I'm ſure wead e en be Sair. 
Beſſie, my Laſs, God kens how wiel I loo d, 
Flow aft I kiſt her, and how lang I wood, 
Has gien me ver, and ran awd wi Tam. 

DAVIE. 
What's that, quo Davic, zo my. dainty Lamb ? 
Lamb, the beſt of a my feckleſs Flock, 


Was worried yonder on a waefi R ock. 
M UNG oO. 


Il hat filly fluff dings down the Hearts o ſome? 
A gritter matter gars me greet and gloom. 
Our Laird, ſhame fa his chafts ! wad no forbear, 
Till he had fleetch'd aua my pickcle geer. | 


He 


27, 


Te 


A Paſtoral Phem, | &c. 
Who thus by turns, with emulation ſung, - | 
Their diff rent ailments in their Native Tongs 


— 
5 
5 


WILLIAM. 


Alas! quoth William, if my Grief you knew, 


With Sympathy you'd be defected too. 
Betty, the Sweet, the Beautiful, Þ OF 


a 


By me, alas! Lov'd, kiſs d and courted Jobgs . 


Has play d the ac File and join d another Swain. 


David ann 


What's that, quoth David, to my mighty Pain? 


Aa Lamb, the Pride of all my little Flock, 


Was worricd yonder on a rugged Rock. 
Mungo, o 9) 


How little cauſe have ſome to be perplex'd? 


My Mind hath greater Reaſon to be vex'd. 


My Landlord, plague conſume his fawning Tongue! 
Pled, till 1 parted with my Money, long. 


.- 


He 


* 


s The doleful Sali, 
He gard me trow hed put it in the Stocks, 
Aud L thro means o ſome Ws [ wkeing Fox, 
nad ſoon grow rich and be a Laird my ſell; 


But @ is loft, and I hae neer a Doyt to tell, 


Ih W1LL IE. 
Taviider, . to ſee ye hes the Face, 0 
To ev'n your Trifles to my bum Laſs! © 
Wha uſe wi Lambs or Siller to compare, 

A precious, Saul ? —— 


DAVID. 


Refor it to Bellair 


Gen ye for Bels, or Mungo for his Gowd, 
Hae haff ſae muckle reaſon to be dowd. 

Lo 4 67 0 unc | 
Sae be it — let Bellair the Caſe decide, 
For he's a Scholard, yet withouten Pride. 


** 


Bur 


To equal Trifles to a lovely Las! 


4A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 
He Swore, if I wou d put it in the St ki A 
That ſome kind broker, cunning as 2 Fox,. 


Wou' d ſoon improve it to a large Eftate, 
But all is loſt, and I muſt curſe my Fate. 


WILLIAM. 


I wonder, Sirs, to ſee you have a Face, 
None uſe with Lambs or Money to compare, 
A precious Soul, — 


Dav I'D, 


Refer it to Bellair. 1 
Whether his Miſtreſs, or your Money loſt, . 


Or I for my dead Lamb-kin ſuffer moſt. 


* 4 
% * ww 4 


M UN 60. 
So be it, — let Bellair the Caſe decide, 
For he's a Scholar, and yet has no Pride. 


$ The doleful Swains, 
But furſt ler ill ſome futhy Wager la, 

| That he my get a Prize wha wins the Day. 
J. for my part, will ſtake my branded Ox, 
I ſuffer maiſt, wha loſt my God in Stocks. 


Wars IE. 
And I will pand this Ring down in his loof, 
He will decide the Caſe in my behoof's © ry 5 
Tis 4 the Gift that er my Beſly gae, | 
T wad na loſt for a the Nowt ye hae. 21 
D AvIE. 

T hae nae Ox nor Ring indeed to ſtake, 
But 4 I hae ye fall hae leave to take; | B 
Gen 1 the Wager loſs--- ſae ſure I am, it 
My loſs is maiſt, wha loſt a dainty Lamb. A 

BELLAIR. 


Your kindneſs moves me, Shepherds, for your ſake, 
Gratefu, whateer I can to undertake. | © 
But 


ut 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 9 
But bitt, let each ſome worthy Wager lay, 
That he who wins may bear a Prize away. 
I for my Part will ftake my ruddy Ox, 

I ſuffer moſt by putting Gold in Stocks. 


WILLIAM. 
And Ithis Ring will pledge whene er you pleaſes 
In my behalf, he will decide the Caſe.  _. 


Tis all the Gift that Cer my Betty gave, 


More priz d by me than all the Herds you have. 
D Av ID. 


I have nor Ox, nor Ring indeed to ſtake, 
But all my Goods ye ſhall have leave to take, 
If 1 the Diſpute loſe, ſo ſure I am, 
My loſs is greateſt who have loos'd a Lamb. 

| B ELLAIR. 
Your kindneſs moves me, Shepherds, for your ſake, 


Grateful whate er J can to undertake. 


. C But 


F * * — * — . ans hm BIRDS bu Oo nagd 


— 


ro The doleful Swains, 
Bur faſt, as Fudge, tir requiſite I know, 


The aggravations of your various Wor 3 


Before I can impartial & entence paſs, —— 
W1LLTIE. 

Let me ſpeak firſt, wha loft a bonny Laſs: 
The gritteſt Cauſe ſhou'd firſt N a be heard, 
And the beſt Singer hae the beſt Reward. 

B ELLAIR. 

Let Mungo firſt rehearſe his mournful Tale, 
(For Bubbles more than Laſſes now prevail.) 
Tou next, and David laſt of all rely, 

The Muſes Jove alternate Melody; 
| And as a Premium for the Shepherd's Pains, 


Who beſt reſembles Ramſay's tuneful Strains; 
In Burchett's Name, I here engage to give 


Twice twenty Crowns, his Courage to revive. 


Munco. 


160. 


But firſt, as Judge, tis requiſite I know, 


The Aggravations of your various woe, 


Let Mungo firſt rehearſe his mournful Tale, 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 11 


Before I can impartial Sentence paſs.— 
WILLIAM. 


Let me begin, who loſt a lovely Laſs? | 
The greateſt Cauſe ſhould firſt of all be heard, 
And he, that ſwecteſt Sings, enjoy the beſtReward, 


BELLAIR. 


(For Bubbles more than Laſſes now prevail; 
You next, and David laſt of all reply— 

The Muſes love alternate Melody. 

And, as a Premium for the Shepherd's Pains, 
Who beſt reſembles Ramſays tuneful Strains; 
In Burchetts Name, I here engage to give 


Twice Twenty Crowns, his Courage to revive. 


E 4 M UN Go, 


— Ano CEDrTODP— —  — — 


I2 The doleful Swain, 


MUNG 0. 


What fall I ſoy? T had a hunder Mark, 
O' Yellow Gow, that glicter d in the Dark ; 


Lang had it lain i ma cloſe cofie hole, 
Abint the C himly, big ged in a Bole. 
Fu ſs 2 fe it lay, till Bubbles gan to riſe. 
O gen I had it back! I wad be wiſe. 
WILLIE. 

I thought faſe Beſſy mine fu hard and faſt, 
"And that we gde ſpoud Married be at laſt. 
But ah ! how aft hae Shepherds ſoon belieVd, 

And by the Queans they truſted, been deceivd. 


D AVIE. 


My Lamb WAS ug a 2 and tyddy 
Beaſt, 
De Laird himſell ne er bad a fatter Feaſt 3) 


Afi 


„ 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 13 


M UNGo. 


| What ſhall ! fay? Five Pounds I had and more, 
All yellow Gold, laid up in ſecret Store; 


| Behind the Chimney, pent from Face of Day, 
| Long i in the Wall it undiſcover'd lay; 


It lay well hid, till Stocks begun to iſe, 5 
O if I had it back! I would be Wiſe. 


WILLIAM. 


I thought falſe Betty was my own ſecure, 


And, when we ſhould be Married, in my POW. 


But ah! how oft have Shepherds ſoon beliey'd, 
And, by the Jilts they truſted, been deceiy'd. 


Dav 1D. 


My Lamb was grown a ſtrong, a blooming 
Beaſt, | 
(My Landlord neer cnjoy'd a fatter Feaſt ; ) 


bo 


14 The doleful Swains, 
Aft hae I ſaid, whan ony chanc d to ſpeir, 
« How dis your Lamb ? Fu gayly, bra won ger 


But rackleſs fate has met it on the Rock, 
And I alas! am quite undone and broke. 


MuNnGso. 


I took our Laird to be an honeſt Man, 
(But they ſhoud ne er be truſted wha can bann.) 
And nuny a time the Brokers ſont me Word, 
My hunder Mark wad fetch me hame a Hoord. 
Tet, "mang em d, I poor unlucky Lad ! 
Inſtead o gathring mair, toſt a I had. 
W1LL1E. 


My N. eighbour Tam pretended ſtill to be, 

A downright Man and faithfu Friend to me; 
Ter he, faſe Carl! has ſae unjuſtly playd, 
And taen my proper Beſly oer my Head. 

This mixes Mormtoood in my Diſh, and makes 
My very Heart to ſtand upo the racks. 


Davie. 


VIE. 


'A Paſtoral Puem, &c. 15 


Oft have I anſwer d to my neighbring Swains, 
| Who ask'd its growth, The beſt on all the Plains. 


But Fate, relentleſs, met it on the Rock, 
And 1 alas! am quite undone and broke. 
MuN G O. 

I took my | Landlord for an 3 Man, 
(But theres no truſting thoſe that uſe to bann. ) 
And oft the Brokers gave me ground to hope, 
My Grains ſhould Spring up 10 a plenteous Crop - 
Yet, mongſt em all, I poor unlucky Lad! 


Inſtead of gathering more, hav e loſt the Goods] had. | 
Wikia. 


My Neighbour Tom pretended ſtill to be, 
An upright Man and faithful Friend to me; 
Vet he has play'd a baſe, a treach'rous part, 


To ſteal away, ſo ſlyly, Betty's Heart. 


This aggrayates alas! my cutting Woe, 


The thought that tabs, and keeps me tortur d fo. 


DAYID, 


— — 
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16 The doleful Swains, 


DAVIE. 


Gen ony Tyke, to wham I nc er was kind, 
Had bil my Lamb, it wad hae caund my Mind. 
But Coly, wha I dawted maiſt was he, . 
N That laid this Lade o Poverty on me. 

Aft hae I patted wi my Hand his Head, 

And frae my Pouch flung down grit dads o Bread. 

And he, fu gratefu, us d to wag his Tail, 

Barkd whan 1 bade, and did m zy Buſineſs Hale. 
But now, wile Cur ] he ſaird me ſae at laft, 

For a my Love and kinaneſs to 2 paſt. 

Let neer a Shepherd truſt his Dag again. -- 


M UNGo. 


It wad hae ſafined a my inward Pain, 
And lang cer now I'd gien my mourning oer, 
. Gen they had ſaid thy wad my Gowd reſtore. | 
But wha can bear wi Patience to be robbd ? 
Baith out & Stock and Intreſt ſyly j obbd? 


9 


he: 


A: e Pon, &c. I 


Dayny, . 


— 
8 


lr any 1 to whom I neger v Was kind, 
Had kill'd my Lamb, it would have eas d my. N 
But Coly, whom 1 moſt indulgd, was . Nw | 
That hath reduc d me to this Poverty. 8 
Oft have I parted with my Hand his Head, 


And from my Pockets thrown him lumps of Bread Ca 


And he moſt kindly usd to wag his Tail, 


* 


Nor baulk d my Buſineſs on the Hill or Dale. 10 


But now, vile Cur! for all my Favours paſt, 


He playd the Rogue, and ſervd me ſo at laſt. 
Let ne er a Shepherd truſt his Dog again, — 
MUNGO. dec ache d 
ir might have ſoften'd much my inward Pain, 
And long ere now my Mourning had been 0 er, 
If they had laid they would my Gold reſtore. ” 


But who can bear with Patience to be robb'd > * 


Both out of Stock and Intreſt to be jobb'd? * 
D As 


7 — — OP nas. I Mons Ir cs . 


18 . The doleful Swains, 
As ſoon fall Froſt congeal the rumbling Sea, + 
As I thae Rogues, that ſhamd me ſae, forgie. 
| WILL IE. 
Gen Beſſy had na Sworn and Sworn again, 
That ſhe neer loo d ſac wiel anither Swain ; 
And that the Sea ſhoud ſooner ceaſe to roar, 
Than ſhe prove faſe, and gie her Willie oer; 
I coud hae born wi gritter eaſe my grief, 
And drunk in illa drap o ſweet relief. 
| Davie. | 
How fouli ſu is it for an honeſt Clown, 
To truſt a Tyke, whan he's greay Bearded grown? 
Coly, whan Joung, unpractisd in Deceit, 
Mas ay, good natur d, and neer proud a Cheat. 
Ata my Flocks I truſted to his Care, 
And thought I mught do ſae for evermair. 
B ut, like a Court-Man, he betrayd his truſt, 
Afore I gae him Reaſon for diſeuſt. 


MuNco 


12 


GO 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 19 


As ſoon ſhall Froſt congeal the Surging Sea, 


As thoſe Deceivers be forgivn by me. 
W 1 LLIA M. 


If Betty had not ſworn and ſworn again, = 


That ſhe ne er loyd ſo much another Swain 3 


— 


And that che Sea ſhould ſooner ceaſe to roar, 


Than ſhe prove falſe, and give her William O er : 


I could have born with greater Eaſe my Grief, | 
And catch'd the ſmalleſt Cordial for Relief. 
D av 1D. 


How fooliſh is it for an honeſt Clown, 


To truſt a Dog when he's gray-bearded grown? 
C oly, when Young y unpractis d in Deceit, 
Was ſtill good naturd, and ne er provd a Cheat * 


Oft all my Flocks I truſted to his Care, 
And thought he ne er would plunge me in deſpair, 
But, like a Stateſman, he betray'd his Truſt, 


Before I had provok'd him to diſguſt. 
3 M o x- 


—— — 


20 "The doleful Swine, 


. 
-- 
4 


Monco. 


4 thought er ere now I ſhoud 15 had a oY 
A bony Place, and Gow 7 in illa fouch. 


Sac high the Laird my expettations rais d? 

Sae muckle ware the waefil Bubbles praisd? 

And) Jet Im fared we mighty Toil and Java, 
| To win a Groat zo get my Guts ſome Meat. 

Sac fad it is for fe a chiel as me, 


To ax for Riches b rough South- Sea. 


. I L LIE. 
Belly and L, gen ſhe had farthfu prov 
| Mught Jang ere now hae Shaun how weil we lod 
. Houſe and Bed mnght ſurd us baith firwie 
But Tam, curſt Tam and her hae play the Deel. 
The Bairns I thought to gotten 4 my fell, 
Mauntm be his. 7 he very thought is Hell 


Davie 


IE 


A Paſtoral Puem, &c. 21 


MUN Go. 
Oft have I thought, before I knew their Tricks, 
T have had fine Lodgings, and a Coach with Six. 
So high my hopes my crafty Landlord raisdt © 


So much were theſe unlucky Bubbles prais d! 


And yet Im doom'd with painful Toil and * 
To earn a Groat to buy my Belly Meat. 


So ſad it is for ſuch a ſimple Swain, 
To launch into the deep, in queſt of Gain. 
e WILLIAM. 
Betty and 1, if ſhe had faithful prov'd, 
Had long cre now diſcoverd how we lovd. 
We might have lodg d in the Game Houſe and Bed, 


But ſhe with Tom, curſt Tom! has Play d the Jade. 
His all the Children, now alas! muſt be, 


Tormenting Thought! that ſhould 8 to me. 


DaviD, 


— — rn rn nt nn nn — — EE EEE — 


22 The doleful — 


DAvIE. 
Had Coly ſpar d my tyddy Lamb, I vow, 
| Tt wad hae been a ſtately Creature now: 

I might hae ſelld it — for ſome futhy Men, 
Mad neer hae ſtood to gien me three pund ten. 
Or gen I pleasid to keep it mang the reſt, 

It mught hae proud an. unca fruitfu Beaſt. 
For as 4 Ew, a Ew of 4 bra kind, 

Her gutcher, if T right the Matter mind, 
Was ſent my Daddy in a Gift fu far, 
ui as fine Ouz as cer was fratk'd wi Tar. 


M UNGgo. 


MM hat ist but rob ry, open and avows, 

To cheat a Body out of a his Gowd 
Tho wi fair Face and a faſe fleetching Tongue, 
They gard me trow I ſhou d na want it lang. 
I wonder fouk can glour us in the Face, 


Whan they do wrang, and their ain ſell diſgrace. 
— ll 


E. 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 23 


Had Col ſpar d my. blooming Lamb, I vow, 

It would have prov'd a ſtately Creature now. 

I might have ſold it for ſome libral Men. 

Wou'd neer refuſe the Price of five and ten: 

Or if I choſe. to keep it with the reſt, 

It might in time have provd a teeming Beaſt. . 

For 'twas a Ewe, a Ewe of fruitful kind, 

Her Grandſire, if | I right the 8 dk 

Was ſent my Father in a Gift from far, 

With as fine Wool as cer was laid with Tar. 

Mu Ns o. | 

What other Name than Robbers ſhall I give, 

To thoſe that take away my means to live? = 

Tho' with a curteous Air and flatt'ring Tongue, 

They made me truſt 1 ſhoud not want them long. 


1 wonder thoſe, that their own ſelves diſgrace, 


By doing Wrong, can look us in the Face. 
W 1L L- 


* 
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24 The doleful Swains, 


WILLIE. 
Ir wad na vexd my Spirit half ſue fair, © 
Gen they had only kiſt, and done nac mair : 


. 


T coud forgie a ſloum dint in the Dark, — 


But openly they ran to the haf Mark. 

A while afore I fawnd them in a Grove, 
And heard them tell ſome unca tales o Love. 
Tet 4 the time the Glatky gard me row, 
Shed Marry me. I was a Fool I vow. 

David. 
Coly, faſe Dye] without a Conſcience ran, 

(IT wiſh I may no in my Anger bann!) 

In fair foor Day, and did the wicket deed, 
Then cockd his Tail, and faſt aua he fled. © F | 
Whitefoot and Bawtic preſent ware TI heard, 2 
And ill ye ken is eaſy to be leard; 
Gen, after his Example, they ſhoud grow, 15 
Sheep-ſtealers too, what ſall Poor Davie do? © L 


M u N- 


WILLIAM. 


It ſhould not half ſo much have vexd my Mind, 


An unſeen flip, through Love, allow I can —— 


But to the Curate openly they ran. 
Sometime before I ſaw them in a Grove, 


I heard them tell fome wondrous Tales of Love; 


Mean while, for all that paſt betwixt them there, 


She ſaid ſhe'd Marry me, Iwas a Fool, IS wear. 


D AV 1D. 
Cc ol falſe Cur! ! like a an efabliſh d Rake, 
(1 wiſh the Law my Choler may not break 5 
In open Pay, perform d the wicked Deed, 


Cockd up his Tail, and fleet 0 < Mountains fed. | 


Whitefoot and Beule both beholding ſtood, 
And III, ye Know, is  caſier learn'd than Good. 
I, after his Example; they purſue, 


And worry Sheep, what ſhall their Maſter do? 
E Mux Go. 


A Paſtoral” Prem, &c. 25 


26 The doleful Swains, 


it e 


MUNG 0. ö 


Hou can T think upo my little Pore, 
And my Heart 10 fs down into my Hoſe? 
T Was blyth ſom anes to take the Tellow Hoord | 
Out frac the Clout, and tell i on the Board. 
O] how the Pennies glifterd in e 
rer Laird ! thae Brokers ! U 'd I neer had leon: 


WILLIE. 


my ! how I'm wounded to the very Heart, 

To think that ought ſhoud me frac Betty part. 
She was the goyeſt Laſs that cer T ja, 

Ay unce Heartſom, clean dd up and bra. 3 
Fu fait and Jimp [be Was about the Waiſt, 5 
| Had fue tieht Logs, and Wow a fo Hay Breaſt. 
But than her C bels, her Lips, her Eyes ſac rare, — N 
She might een wi my Lady's foll compare. 
O! wha coud ſee her , (God forgie my Sim f 


Aud 0. find a his Heart Strings dirl within. 
Davie. 


| Mouneo. 


How can 1 think upon my little Stote, 
And yet my Heart be not afflicted fore > 
"Twas pleaſare once to take the Guineas out, 


— - 


And on the Table hurl them round about. 


O! how each Piece planc cd kreetly 1 in my yes 


ul curſe thoſe Brokers er ry Day I riſe. 


WILLIAM 


0! how Im tortur d in my inmoſ Heart, 5 


To think chat ought ſhou'd me from Betty parts. ; 


For ſhe was charming both 1 in | Mind and Face, | | | | 


Without all Beauty and within all Crate. | 
Handſome and pretty was her ftarely Waiſt, | 


Her Legs genteel, and white as Snow her Breaſt; 3 


But oh! her Cheeks, her Lips, her Eyes ſo rare, - 
She might cen with my Lady's ſelf compare. 
None could behold her, (God forgive my Sin,) 


And not find Love thrill through his Veins within. 
E 2 Davm. 
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Devi 


O ! tas a bonny Sight, amang the Conp, 
To ſee my Lambhkin oer the Buſhes loup. 
Ups the Staines it danc d, and, whan I drave 
My Sheep to Fald, it ran afore the Leue. 
Ae Day I thought I ſboud hae pi ſi d my Breiks, 
To ſee it dounch my Bawtics hawket Cheeks. 
The Cur was ſleeping, whan the cantyBeaſt 
Gard him get up and Towl-— 4 bonny Feſt! 
But OW my port is a to greeting turnd, 
What anes was A my Comfort now is mourn'd. 
O gen my Hands coud grup the Tyke, I vow, 
Id gar him girn to Death upon a Tow. 1 


BELLAIR, 


6 Shepherds, groe o er, &c. 


, 2 "4 x % . * . © | , Fi „ 
: J s — . 1 * . 1 i# 5 4 — 
— 7 4 + 4 | : \ N 


1 . . 
1 o 7 
i 4 -- 


"Davin. 


0¹ 'rwas ” + Pleafre on the baby net, 
To ſee my Lamb kin ip amigſt the Flock. : 
Oer Stones i it dang d, and us 0 to run and lap | 
As 1 to Fold convey'd my F lock of Sheep. 


With Laughing once [thought r have been undone, 
When with full Force upon my Dog it run. 


A ſleep he lay, when the facetious Beaſt 

Rouz'd him i in ſmart — it Was a pleaſant let; 1 
But now my Sport 1 is all to Sorrow turn'd, 
What once delighted. now alas! is mourn d. 

If cer my Hands can catch the Car, I hope, 
To ma& 08 * big Manners in 4 Rope. 


BEL. LAIR. 


| Shepherds, give oer you ſoft complning Lays 


All ſing with Eaſe and merit more than Bays. 
So well your various ſuff rings have been ſung, _ 


With Charms peculiar to ny Native Tongue, 
, That, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


— I Rn tens 


Go. -? The doleful Swains; 
That, whilſt I own that all of ye ſing well, 

"Tis hard to judge what Swain docs moſkeexcell : 
And did not Busneſs make me bid aden, 
To theſe ſweet Plains, to Paſtimes, and to you, 
I cou'd with Pleaſure, "ill the Sun declin' d. 
Attentive liſten, and freſh Beauties fi nd; 
Beauties, which taſty Cuningham might Love, 
And cen judicious Hammond's ſelf * 

Yet cer 1 go, my beſt deciſion hear, 

Nor think my Sentence partial or ſevere; ; 
Since cach of what he wager'd is poſleſt, 

And none allow'd to laugh at both the reſt. 

For Singing well, let Mungo keep his Ox, 

Tho, as I think, he nothing losd in Stocks; | 

A Sum of Gold, however great or ſmall, 


J rather loſt, when buried in a Wall, 
Both Uſeleſs to the Owners, and to all: 
But, put in Stocks, it falls into the _ 
Of thoſe that ſpend it for their native Land 


\ 


And, 


Since Betty cou d from you to Thomas turn. 


And joy that you from Miſery are freed. 


A Paſtoral Poem, &c. 31 
And, like the gen rous Campbell, Blount and Goode, 
Crown Merit well, where Merit is allow'd. 


Nor have you, William, ſo much Cauſe to — 


s 


The Swain moſt happy, who has leaſt to . = 


With Laſſes, who can Jilt and break a VoW˖. F 
To other Strains adapt your tuneful Reed, 


But David is a Sufferer, I own, 


And hath moſt Ground of all the Three to moan 5 | 


David is poor, his Lamb was all his Pride, 
That Lamb can neer revive again ; beſide, 
He loſt his Dog, and thaſs that yer remain, 
From his Example, may undo the Swain. 5 
But let not Da vid be oppreſs d with Grief, 

III go to Court, and thence procure relief. 


I Craggs is a wile, a gen rous Soul „Tm ſure, 
No Swain can ſuffer much, whilſt he is Cloath'd 
with Pow'r. 
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R If Publiſhd and Fl by FT. 
Jauney, at the Angel e 
bee Bar. | 


. FEALTH or the ic Woody, 2 Poem on 
| the South-Sea. By Mr. Alan Ramſay. . 
Price 6d. 

2. The Edinburgh Miſcellany confiliing of Ori- 
ginal Poems and Tranſlations. By ſeveral Hands. 

3. Patie and Rager, a Scots Paſtoral. By Mr. 
Ramſay, to which is added an Imitation of the 


Scotch Paſtoral, By Joſiah Burchett. Eſq;. Pr. 6 d. 


4. Tibullus, Tranſlated into e By Mr. 4-3 


Det. Price 55. 


5. Mr. Rowt's Works in 3 neat Volumes. 
Price Ios. | 
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ET Major Richardſun Pack. 


| \ V IIR You, Dear Pack for Court and | 
1 | | Camp prepard, 155 ; | 
. With equal Skill an Hero and a Bard; 3 5 s | : 
ö Adden ro rous thro the crow ded Alley pre, 5 Cs 
: With Pains unwearied and deſery d Succelss 
. From the ſweet Scene I live alas! afar, 

At Fauncys Angel without Temple Bar, 
T Deftin'd to ſuffer Penance for my Crimes, 


31 Jobbing only thro' a maze of Rhimes: 
< | A fruitleſs Game! A Game that none ſhou'd chuſe, 
Who wants a Coach, although he has a Mule. 
Yet 


* — — — — — — — — — — 


- 1 * * 4 ; | . a 
33 A Familiar Epiſtle, &c. © 


Yet Pardon, Sir, the rudeneſs of FR Friend, 


His Rural Lays at ſuch a Time to ſend: | 

A Time, when nought ſhou'd be recciv'd or ſent, 
But Transfers, Permits, Bills and Money lent: 
And, when from Alley Avocations free, 


You leiſure have to think *. Verſe and me, 


(At leaſt when driving homewards Debonair, 
In London Chariot, or Pariſian Chair.) 
Deign to peruſe em with a gracious Eye—— 
But hide, O hide the Blunders you deſcry: 
For as your Approbation is my Fame, 
The Town will damn my Labours if YOU blame. 


dag 2. 1755 70, Mitchell. 


